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TO old Ram of Derly. 


8 I was going to Derby 
All on a market day, 
I ſaw the fineſt Ram, ſir, 
| That ever was fed on bar. 
fal 5 
17 he Butcher that kilied this Ram, fir 5 
Was drowned in his blood. 
And the boy that held the bowl, r, 
Was driven away with the flood, 
fal al. 
2 he head of this faid Ram: fir, 
Served fifty thouſand men, 
1 ſerved them over and over, 15 
And ten times e over af Ain. : 15 
fal Jal, - 
| The horns that view, on his head, fr, 
Was fifty cubits high, Y Tags 
Where the eagles built their, neſt fir, 
For 1 heard he Lo N. 
47 2 


T be little boys i inDerby © 
Sent to me for his two eyes, 
For to kick them about the ſtreet, 

For they were of a foot-ball ſize. 
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he beard of this ſaid Ram, ir, 
Was an hundred yards OG. and an ell, If 

Ind it was carried to Derby: 1 
For to ring the n bell. | | 

fal- lal. 

b Hoke of this ram, E 

Made a mainmaſt for a ſhip, 

Ind they carried more upon it, 

Than all the enn _ oa HG ire 

fal lj. 

be wool that grew on King belly, fir, 

Hung dangling to the ground, 8 

nd it was foid in Defbyſhire, 

For fifty thouſand pounds, | ED) 

fal lal. 

he woo] chat grew on bis tail, fir,” 
Was fold for as much more, 


nd the tanner that tanned his hide, fry | 
Wes never after poor. 


5 fal kal. 

ow n emen wad Lagkien: Y = 
lf 5ou think I tell a lie, An 5 
bu may go now to Derbÿ ;: 
And you'l 'll fee it as ö well as f- e 

| N fat 1, 
22 90, DIER'r ablkb. 


Ar eiten E 'g's ee vin 
My honour ls me from thee, 


9 „ 
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'Remember- thou art a a ſoldier 8 wiſe, 


Thoſe tears but ill become thee : 
What though by duty I am called, 

Were thund'ring cannons rattle, _ 
Where valour's ſelf might ſtand appalled, 
| Why on the wings of ON dear ove 


To heaven above 


Thy fervent oriſons are flown, 1 
The tender prayer | 
Thou put'ſt up th&e 
Shall call a guardian angel down 
To watch me in the battle. 


4 My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 


As ſword and buckler ſerving, 
My life ſhall be more dear to me, 

Becouſe of thy preſerving ; 
Let peril come, let horror threat, 

Let thund'ring cannons rattle - 


Pull fearleſs ſeek the couflict's beat, 


Aſſured when on the wings of love bo 


To heaven above 


Thy fervent oriſons are h 
The tender prayer 
Thou put'ſt up there 


Shall call a quardian angel down, 


To watch me in the battle. 
Enough, wich that beni nant ſmile, | 


f Some kindred god inſpired thee, Fe f : | 
Who knew thy boſom void of guile, 


Who wonder'd and admired thee : : 


I go, aſſured, my live, adieu, 


Though thund' ring cannons rattle, 


| Tue — en alk in mew 8 
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When on the wings of hy if {rue lore 


To heaven above WT en 2: If 
Thy ſervent otiſons are flown, its, f ET [ 
r | 
Thou pur'ft up there Pt SIR VVV 


Shall call a guardian angel down, hs pot 
To watch! me in the battle. aff | = 
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87 ir Famer The Rove, : 

ID you hear of gir In the Roſe, 
That young heir of Belicha, 
He has kilbd-a gallant '{quire. ro TOE 

Who was ſent out to take him. 
He's gone to the houfe'of Marr, 
Where the nurſe ſhe 'was his layman, 
To ſee his dear he di repair, 
Thinking ſhe would befriend him. 
Where are you going, Sir Seer the lays, 
Or where ate you a ren 5 
m going to ſome land, | 
For I am under. hiding. d 
Where muſt I'go; were ſhall It turd, | 
Where ſhall Iran to hide me, | 
for I have kilb'd a gallant edits; 
And his friends are out to taxe me, “ 
Go you down to yon ale-houſe =<F 
There you'll ſtay till the Sans 1A 
And if I be. a woman true: 
[ll come and pay your lawing. 5 * 
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| Lying ſleeping in his brichan. 


I'll not go to yon ale-houſs, | 


To ſtay until the dawning, N 
Nou if you be a woman true, B 
To come and pay the lawing. A 
He's turn'd himfelf quite, round about, 
And row'd himſelf in his brichan, 0 
And he is gone to take afleep, . Li 
In the Lowlands of Belichan, W 
He was not quite out of ſight, 
Till four and twenty belted . | 
Riding in gold and fiiver bright, Ar 
Came riding o.er.-Belichan, + _ - Bu 
O did you ſee Sir James the Rofe, H 
He paſſed by here on Monday, i 
His ſteed was ſwift that he rode on, Ar 
And paſt the gates of London. 6 
Juſt as they were going away, An 
They thought no more upon him, 3 
O if you want Sir James the Roſe, Un 
mW cel you where you ll find. him. Jo 
You'll ſeek the bank above the mill, Lib 
And the Lowlands of Belichan, ö 
There you'll find Sir James the/Roſe 
Lying ſlee pipg in his brichen. If 
They fought the bank above the mill; No 
And 15 Lowlands of Belichan, An 


And there they found Sir James the Roſe, # 


„ 


You muſt not wake him from his ſleep, 
Nor yet mutt you afftight him, 
But in his breaſt muſt run a dart, 
and thro' the body pierce him: _ 
Then up beſpoke Sir James the Sade 
Who had the charge in keeping, 24 
Let it ne'er be ſaid dear gentlemen, 
We kill'd a mana ſleeping. - 
They have taken from him ſword and 
„ 
And cloſely him ſurrounded, 
But when he wakened out of fleep, 
His ſenſes was confounded, 
Pardon, pardon, gentlemen 
And now have mercy on me, 
duch as you give ſuch ſhall you have, 
And fo ſhall fall upon you, 
Donald my man wait me upon, 
Until I be a dead man, 
Jou'l] get my hoſe: likewiſe. my ſhoes. 
lkewife 1 my Hi ebland brichan. 5 
Lou ſhall have my watch and diamond 
rin ee 
If you'll carry me to Loughargan, 
Now they have taen out his bleeding heart, 
Aud fetched it on a ſpear man. 
And locked it to the Marr. 
A preſent to his Poſs 


di. 
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But when ſhe ſaw his bleeding heart, 
She ran like one diſtractet. 
She wrung her hands and ſmote her breit, 
O what have 1 dene what have J aged, 
Curs'd be the day | you betrayed, a 
Thou brave Knight of Brieban. 
Up ſhe role and forth ſhe Boes, 
And in that fatal hour 
Her body by him was borne. aan, 
And never was ein tell of. 
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